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girt round the waist with a black cord and tassel, bkck knee breeches,
black silk stockings and gold buckled shoes.
I was immediately struck by the beauty and grandeur of his head.
It was an Apostolic head, bald and venerable, and the long soft
silvery hair flowed on his shoulders and a long white beard fell upon
Ms breast. His face was handsome and striking, keen yet benevolent,
the finely pencilled eyebrows still dark and a beautiful benevolent
loving look lighted up his fine dark blue eyes when they rested
upon you.
He is a very remarkable and a very remarkable-looking man, half
hermit, half enchanter.
The Poet seemed pleased with my visit and gratified that I had
come such a long way to see him. I told him I had for many years
known him through his writings and had long wished to thank
him in person for the many happy hours Hs poems had given me.
He smiled and said he was very glad if he had given me any pleasure.
Frequently stroking his face and his venerable white beard the Poet
told me he had composed his poems chiefly in the evening as a
relaxation from the day's work when he kept a school in Dorchester.
He was born at [      ] Newton,1 a son of a small farmer, and in
after life when he sat down to amuse himself by writing poetry all
the dear scenes and well-remembered events and beloved faces of his
youth crowded upon his memory. 'I saw them all distinctly before
me,' he said, 'and all I had to do was to write them down. It was no
trouble to me, the thoughts and words came of themselves/ He said
that some of the names of people and pkces mentioned in his poems
are fictitious, but they all represented real places and persons. The
real name of Ellen Brine of Allenburn, he said, was Mary Hames,
and the poem was true to the life.
In describing a scene he always had an original in his mind, but
sometimes he enlarged and improved upon the original. 'For
instance/ he explained, 'sometimes I wanted a bit of water or wood
or a hill, and then I put these in/ 'Pentridge by the river/ he said,
was a real place, and so were some others. The river was the Stour.
'Once/ said the Poet, 1 had a curious second-sight about a house.
It was a farm house in a hollow that I had passed by some time before.
1 WOliam Barnes (1801-1886) was born at R.ushay in the parish of Bagber, but was
christened at Stunnkster Newton and went to school there. He came of yeoman
stock, and his mother was a woman of some culture.

